52          A  BROTHER'S GREETING
Than the storm-beaten rocks around the fiords Of their sea nest; so seized it as their manner was To take what pleased them best, and made themselves A dukedom rich and fair.
Then after lapse of time The softer influence of the Gaul toned down The savagery of nature that was bred Of their wild life amid the storms and rocks ; And they became a nation civilized, Polished, polite, yet lost they not a whit Of all that made them royal heretofore : Their hardihood and fierceness, scorn of all That was not manhood, wholly brave and pure.
And when the Gaul had taught them all he knew,
The slumbering spirit of the rover rose
And drove them forth across the stormy strait
To England, where their Bastard seized the land,
And holding, portioned it in large estates
To Norman barons, founding broad and firm
A dynasty that ruled our English land
For near a thousand years, and rules it still.
And from the time when Norman "William sailed
To place his mailed heel upon our strand,
The Norman leaven working in the veins
Of our forefathers, quickened their dull blood,
Till out of Saxon earth and Norman fire
Was born the modern English gentle man,